THE SECOND EVENING

an amulet to guard her against Zozo himself. Her childish
mind was incapable of foreseeing contingencies. The
sweet was offered to her and she snatched at it. By luck
that might not be repeated she had escaped from him
again. But should that man with his large yellow face
and huge hands surprise her this very night and stand
looking at her as he used to look at her, with the tip of
his tongue in the corner of his heavy lips, look at her and
say nothing, but just slowly nod his head, with that close-
cropped hair like the fur of a rat, she knew how certain
it was that she would quickly do whatever he bade her.

So all that hot afternoon she had been lying on her bed
in a collapse of terror. When Arthur, in spite of his vow
last night, had called at the Pension again she had sent
down word to refuse his visit, because she was afraid that
he might have changed his mind about her going away,
that he might insist on her staying and withdraw his help
over the passport. And to stay here now with the shadow
of Zozo creeping over her life again appalled her. To
get away from here ... to get away ... to get away
, . , a . way . . . a . way . , . away!

While she had been lying on the bed with this resolve
hammering itself upon her temples she had heard a stir
of something in the wardrobe. Her breath had stopped.
The door of the wardrobe had slowly opened. She had
uttered a wild shriek and beaten on the wall of Adele's
room for help. And the large black Pension cat had walked
out and lazily stretched himself. "To Adele when she
came running in Queenie had sobbed out a tale of a
terrible dream she had had, relating to her neighbour
things about the juggler which were real memories, but
which she told as part of her dream, Adele had thoroughly
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